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Each fmall annexment,petie confequence 
Attends the boiftrousraine,neucr alone 
Did the King figh,but a generall growne. 

King. Arme you I pray you to this fpeedie voiage, 

For we will fetters put about this feare 
Which now goes to free-footed. 

Kof. VVe will haft ys. Exeunt. Gent. 

Enter Poloninsc 

Pel. My Lord, he’s going to his mothers clofct. 

Behind the Arras Pie conuay my felfe 

To here the proffeffe,T’le warrant fhee’le tax him home^. 

And as you faid, and wifely .was it faid, 

Tis meet that fome more audience then a mother. 

Since nature makes them partiall.fhould ore-hcare 
The fpeech of vantage ; fare you well my Lcige, 

I’le call vpon you creyougoe to bed a 

And tell you what I know. 1 i Exit* 

King. Thanks deerc my Lord. ; f 

0 my offence is rankest fmels to heauen, 

It hath the primal! ehleft curfevppont; 

A brothers murthcr,pray cin I not. 

Though inclination be as (harp as will, , x : - 
My ftionger guilt defeats my ftrong intent. 

And like a man to double bufineffc bound, 

1 ftan d in paufe where I (hall firft begin* 

And’both negleit : what if this curfed Hand 
Were thicker then it felfe wish brothers blood. 

Is there not raine enough in the fweet Heauens 
To wafh it white as fnow ? whereto ferues mercie 
But to confront the vifage of offence ? 

And what’s in praier but this two-fold force, 

Tobeforefhlledere we come tofaD, 

Or pardon being downe, then Pie looke vp. 

My faults is pall, but oh l what fotmc of praier 
Can ferue my turne ? forgiue me my foule muttber s 
That cannot be fincc I am ftil pofleft 
Of thofe affe&s for which I did the murther ; 

My Crownc, mine o vvne ambition, and my Queehci 


V rinse 0/“ Denmark©. 

one be pardoned and retaineth’offence ?' 

in the corrupted currents of^iswor , 

Offences guided band may fhow by mftice. 

And oft tis feene the wicked prize it felfe 
Buyes out the Law, but tisnotfo aboue. 

There is no (bufflmg, there the aftron lies 
Jn his true nature,and we our fclues compeld 
Euen to the teeth and forehead of our faults I 
To eiue iaeuidence : what then, what lefts ? 

Try what repentance can, what can it not, 

Yet what can it, when one cannotrepent 
O wretched ftate, O bofome blacke as deaths 
O limed foule, that flrugling to be free. 

Art more ingaged ! helpe Angles make l 

Bow ftubborne knees and heart with ftrings of ftee 
Be loft as finnewes of thenew borne babe* 
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Hcw.Nowmight Ido ir.butnowais a praying, 
And now He doo’t, and fo a goes to heauen. 

And fe am I reuenged, that would be lcand 
A villaine kils my f ather, and for that, 

I his foie fonne, do this fame villaine fend 

To heauen. 

Why, this is bafe and filly.~— not reuenage, 

A tooke my father gtofly, full of bread, 

Withall his crimes broad biowne,as flufli as May, 
And how his Audit ftands who knowes faue heauen 
But in our circumftance and courfe of thought, 

Tis heauie with him : and am I then rcuendged 
To take him in the purging of his foule. 

When he isfiit and fcafoned for his paffage ? 

No. 

Yp S word,and know thou a more horrid hent 9 , 
When he is drunke.a fteepc, or in his rage, 

" Or in th’ inceftious pleafure of his bed. 

At game, a fwearing, .or about fome a& 

That has norellifh of faluation in*t. 
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